FOUR       TALES        BY        ZELIDE

of pride and indifference. What is more I believe
that if the indifference was only in her air the pride
was in her heart. The tone in which he had said,
" when I go away " had wounded her. He now
was wounded in his turn.

" What a day! " said Cecilia, as soon as we were
alone. " May I ask you, mamma, what has most
affefted you? "

" Your words: * I also have a preference for
someone/ "

" I was not then mistaken," she pursued after
embracing me; " but do not fear, mamma. There
seems to me that there is nothing to fear. I find in
myself, as he says, firmness, and then I wish so
earnestly not to give you pain! This morning you
know that we scarcely spoke at all. Well! During
that silence I was considering the kind of life
which, with your consent, we might perhaps lead
for a short time. It may be a little inconvenient for
you and very distasteful to me; but I know that
you would do for me things that were far more
difficult."

" How would you like us to live, Cecilia? "

" It appears to me that it would be more prudent
for us to Stay less at home and for those three or
four men to find us less often alone. The life
which we are leading is so sweet for me and so
agreeable for them; you are so amiable, mamma;
we are too comfortable, nothing troubles us, we
think and ad juSt as we choose. It would be
better, at the risk of tedium, to go more into